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Think rather of the work than of the praise; Come, we will talk about the ancient days.
There was a Poet, Madam, once (said he);
I will relate his story to you now, While through the branches of this apple-tree
Some spots of sunshine flicker on your brow; While every flower hath on its breast a bee.
And every bird in stirring doth endow The grass with falling blooms that smoothly glide, As ships drop down a river with the tide.
For telling of his tale no fitter place
Than this old orchard, sloping to the west ;
Through its pink dome of blossom I can trace Some overlying azure ; for the rest,
These flowery branches round us interlace; The ground is hollowed like a mossy nest:
Who talks of fame while the religious Spring
Offers the incense of her blossoming?
There was a Poet, Madam, once (said he), Who, while he walked at sundown in a lane,
Took to his heart the hope that destiny Had singled him this guerdon to obtain,
That by the power of his sweet minstrelsy
Some hearts for truth and goodness he should gain,
And charm some grovellers to uplift their eyes
And suddenly wax conscious of the skies.